When I finally escaped my husband, I felt the emptiness Plath felt when she found herself alone.
Sleep alluded me, life alluded me. I read from Ariel, lingering over "Lady Lazarus," a longtime favorite poem, reflecting on my own history, reflecting on my own unwillingness to continue. "Soon, soon the flesh The grave cave ate will be At home on me And I a smiling woman. I am only thirty. And like the cat I have nine times to die. This is Number Three. What a trash To annihilate each decade."
I spent the night hours on the balcony, cigarette in hand, reading the poems aloud, wondering how to continue.
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Sixteen years old, sixteen years of abuse, sixteen years of wanting to be finished with this thing called "life"…but sixteen pills wasn't enough. Mood stabilizers, not a whole lot of stability as I washed down the pills. Irony, symbolism, tragedy…it would make for a great story, if anyone would tell it.
Lying in bed, stomach churning, my mother, not knowing what I had done, tried to rouse me with screaming, with fists. Assuming me another lazy, drunken teenager, she leaves and I sleep…for sixteen hours.
Awake and nauseated, I stumble from my room, devastated that my plan didn't work. Devising a new strategy, I knew the 2am train would be a sure thing.
The next day those who knew me best saw it on my face, under the bruises, deep in my eyes…my soul screamed with despair. They summon men with a straight jacket and butterfly nets. Rooms spinning, one after another, doors locked from the outside, doctor after doctor, I
remind myself…the 2am train would be a sure thing.
How do I express sixteen years of tragedy? Of trauma? Of abuse, murder, rape? If it was traumatic, I had experienced it and I was done. Forced to sleep on a bare mattress outside of a nurses station, nothing but a hospital gown and sheet to hide under…if I didn't want to die before, I certainly did now.
Three months of staring out the window of the hospital, longing for the sunlight I never got to feel on my skin. Three months of digging into my "psyche," three months of zombie pills and fucked up teenagers. Wanting a home, an actual family, a little stability. Doctor after doctor try to medicate these desires out of me, to make me unsure of what I'm longing for, yet I long nonetheless. In my head I hear "Lady Lazurus" on a loop: "Dying Is an art, like everything else. I do it exceptionally well. I do it so it feels like hell. I do it so it feels real. I guess you could say I've a call.
It's easy enough to do it in a cell. It's easy enough to do it and stay put…" My parents come in to consult with the doctors, family therapy, evaluations and there's an explosion of light bulbs over the heads of the overlords of this unique version of Hell. "If I had parents like that, I'd want to kill myself too," the faceless doctor tells me, "there's nothing wrong with you." They're wrong, the 2 am train would be a sure thing. Nevertheless, I'm glad to get out and back into the sunlight…not so glad to be returning to the illusion of "home." My mother's younger brother, more of a big brother to me than an uncle, returns from the Army to babysit me. We were always close when he could be bothered to be around. I always felt like he was a protector…my protector. He paces my bedroom as I tell him 
